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FREELANCE POLICE 








Heyl Thanks for stopping by. Thanks for picking 
up this book. Thanks for buying a copy — or swiping 
one, thereby risking prosecution and the likelihood 
of unending nightly horror perpetrated by neckless 
tool-users with bloody ritual skulls tattooed on their 
eyelids. 

Anyway, thanks for your interest. If each one of 
you who bought the last Sam and Max: Freelance 
Police Special Edition (published by Fishwrap Produc- 
tions) buys twice as many copies of this one, then 
you'll have three times as many Sam and Max comic 
books in your home and should then seek counsel- 
ing. 
What | would like for you to do, though, is to 
write lots of letters to manufacturers demanding 
tons of Sam and Max licensed products. That's 
where the real dough is — I’m not kidding! | really 
want to see little plastic Sam and Max figures (like 
those damn raisin guys). | want to see some kind of 
tangible objects | can hold in my hands: T-shirts, 
bubble bath decanters, cheesy vinyl kites, Pez dispens- 
ers, and plush toys ... especially plush toys (women 
love plush toys). I'd also love to see a rubber Max the 
Rabbit Halloween mask, but | guess you wouldn't be 
able to see out of its eye holes. Oh, well. But these 
characters are ripe for licensing — so what if they 
only appear in a biannual magazine? 

I've managed to get a lot of mileage out of doing 
one book, and | appreciate you folks who've waited 
around for another — the folks who've sent me 
bizarre letters and artwork and Fizzball endorsements 
and unrelenting requests for the “valuable gift” | 
foolishly happened to mention in the first book’s 
indicia. If you like this twisted episode of Sam and 
Max, then I'm sure I'll do more, even though I’m just 
an undisciplined comics hobbyist (just ask my editors). 

| should take this opportunity to thank my kid 
brother, Dave, for inventing the characters that would 
somehow become the Freelance Police. |'ll explain 
later . . 
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Street, Norristown, PA 18401. Sam and Max, Freelance Police text and illustrations are ©1989 Steve Purcell. All 
other matenal, unless otherwise specified, is ©1989 Comico The Comic Company, Sam, Max, and all other prominent 
characters contained herein are trademarks of Steve Purcell. All rights reserved. No similarity between any of the 
names, characters, persons, and/or institutions in this publication and those of any existing or pre-existing person or 
Institution is intended and any similarity which may exist is purely coincidental. Sam and Max, Freelance Police Special 
Is printed in Canada. 








NICE SHOOTING, MAX. 
NOW LET'S LINE UP A 


OBOY! TLL 
GET THE 
HAMMERS ! 


c 
Pol 


ETRY. 
“4 Se 
La. 


THAT'S NOT 





BY GOSH, YOU'RE RIGHT, Ah, HE WAS READING 
OMAK HLWAS THE COMMISSIONER 


THE COMMISSIONER THINKS WE MAY HAVE 
AN EXCESS OF ENERGY, WHAT WITH THE 
CURRENT CITY-WIDE WAVE OF LAWFULNESS 
AND COURTESY. 

HE EXPRESSED 


ULLIES, 


HOOD PI 
REMEMBER? 


WRESTLING MASKS 
ACROSS THEIR 
HEADS! 


I CAN'T THINK OF ANYTHING 
MORE RELAXING THAN BEING 
LOCKED IN A MOVING CAR WITH 
YOU FOR ABOUT 300 HOURS, 
LITTLE PAL. 


THATS 
REALLY SWEET, 
SAM. I MAY WEEP. 


OPENLY. 





THE WORKMEN ARE ALMOST 
FINISHED REPAIRING FLINT PAPER'S 
THE 


1 KIND OF L/KE THE 
IDEA OF A ROAD TRIP. 
OFFICE! THEY'VE CLEANED 
DISPATCHED GANGSTER REsiQue OFF 
THE WALLS AND NOW THEY’ 
PUTTYING UP THE CRATERS. LEFT 


WE SHOULD LEAVE 
RIGHT AWAY! 
BY THE SKULLS OF HURLED 

STRONG-ARMS. 


I HEAR 
FLINT PAPER'S 


IRELAND THIS 
SEASON. 


7 YOU WEREN'T OUT 
DRIVING AROUND 
WeaNae bis ME, 

WERE YOU, MAX? 
eo Py NER. 

"Groceny ANG. STICK- 

UP EMPORIUM. 


'WIENERS AND BEANS, 
BUSH UPS, GRAPE JELLY 
iD CRACKERS, LITTLE 

CHOCOLATE DONUT WABS. 


BAGGED FRUIT 
DRINKS THAT 
EXPLODE WHEN 
YOU SQUEEZE 





IHADDYA KNOW? A REAL, 
AUTHENTIC CRIME W/ HAPPENING 
HT IN FRONT OF 
FURRY ‘Se 


LOOK, SAM! CHEESE 
NAS A PRESSURIZED CANS 
WE Wou 


T’VE NEVER DONE THAT BEFORE. |e 
TM REALLY EMBARRASSED. 
0) 





I’M NOT THINKING STRAIGHT, 
LITTLE BUDDY. WHAT DO You 
THINK WEQUGHT TO DO wits Bor 


WITH HIMZ 


IE TOOK THI 
PRESSURIZED 
CHEESE SPREAD. 
JUSTICE 1S 
SERVEDOS 


ule OURSELVES 
THING, 
RSS WANT. 


/ DON’T FORGET THE 
ORANGE MARSHMALLOW PEANUTS! 
1 THINK THOSE ARE A VEGETABLE. 


THIS ICE CHEST WILL DON’T BE SILLY, MAX. INSTEAD, 
KEEP THE CELERY AND WE GOT A HUGE BAG OF RED LICORICE 
CARROT STICKS FRESH TO COMPLETE Ue AWESOME: 

AND CRISPY. COLOR WHEEL OF JUNK FOOD, 


I’M REALL’ 
EXCITED Now, AND 
READY To Hi 
THAT VAST. ASPHALT 
RIBBON OF 
ADVENTURES 





WELL, THE WHEELS ARE 
STILL ON... AND HERE'S THE 
IGNITION KEY--EVERY THING 
CHECKS OUTS 


EEN 
= -S WV) a” 





HELL, NOS IT'S ALL DARK AND 
THICK-SMELLING IN THERE, AND I 
<4 MIGHT GET GREASEON MY HATS 





‘OUT OF THE WAY, LADY’ RUNS 
RUN FOR SAFETY, FOOLISH 
PEDESTRIANS! 


T NEED TO PUT ON THE 
BRAKES, WOULD 
You? 
nl 


THANKS! NOW WHAT 
ARE YOU DOING? 


T WAS JusT 
WAVING AT SOME 
TODDLERS IN THE 

NEXT CAR. THEYRE 

CRYING NOW! 





DON‘T YOU 
LOVE STOPPING 


AND MAX 
DOES, TOO. 





LACQUERED 
FROG BANDS ARE 
NO LONGER POPUI 
WITH AMERICA’S 
IFLUENTIAL TRI 


LET'S STOP SOMEPLACE AND TAKE A STRETCH. 
ALITTLE TO THE LEFT, MAX. THERE'S ANOTHER 
WEIRD LIZARD FARM COMING UP FAST AT 
ELEVEN O* CLOCK. 





OKAY, STRAIGHTEN IT Y EVEN Never a CANDY BARS 
OuT, IS COLOR BEFORE! 





IVE SENS SirriNe | ce ANES 
OF GRAHAM CRACKERS AND ELLY 
FOR THE LAST THREE HOURS. 


p Agee oa ted YEAH, THAT’S {T--Huh? 
BUT LOOK AT THESE SWELL WHAT'S THIS? 
DINOSAURS iN FIN NATURALISTIC 


LOOKS LIKEA HELPLESS 
FAMILY OF GOOD SAM. 
TRAVEL CLU6 MEMBERS 
BEING TERRORIZED BY 


LY GROOMED 
HOOLIGANSS LET'S 
MOVE! 


FX wrart AGREAT EXCUSE TO SHOOT STUFFS 


BE NECESEARY. if — 2G 
SE _ 














THE GOONS ARE RIDING MOTORCYCLES, 
IT WE'VE GOT A WHOLE, BIG METAL CARS 
THIS WILL BE LIKE STEPPING ON ANTS? y 





STEER FOR 
COND, WOULD 


Me 


a ~~ 
) HL, THERES ver \ 
ys ; Grey |S 

= NIN NBL 
I'M REALLY * DEMONSTRATION 

STARTING To “Es ” IN PHYSICS! L 

ENJOY THIS! ra 
= A > we WA 


OOOH! GOOD THING Hi 
WAS WEARING AN APP 
SAFETY HELMET. 





SHOULD WE STOP AND 
SEE IF HE'S OKAY? 





T DON'T LIKE 
% YOU CAN'T 
WAAL AND His waTeRY, EVEN SEE HIS 
S\CYELLOW EYERALISS A FACE FROM 
= HERES 
» (2 DON'T LIKE HIS 


BELLIGERENT ELBOWS, 
HIS THREATENING 
EAR-BACKSS 


HEY... HEY, BUDDYS f 
WANT TO SEE SOMETHING 4 
REALLY PECULIAR?” fone ok 





Pa, 


Z) (eve 
IT WAS CURIOUSLY 
REFRESHING? 






Ey 7 ais 
es vr : 
oy a : z 


GOOD-BYE, NOW! WE'RE 
GOING 

TORS 
‘STUFFED WITH SAWDUST! 





STUCKEY'S--EIGHTY~ HEY--WHAT ARE 
FIVE FEET? I'M " 
REALLY EXCITED! 


YOU DOING? YOU'RE 
(E'S! 


I'LL TELL YOU SOMETHING IO ce MANY DOG-YEARS AGO, 
ABOUT STUCKEY’S I'VE NEVER WHEN 7 WAS AN ADORABLE 
TOLD ANY RABBIT, MAX. — wiegry. (AILED PUPPY, I 





QUIET--{THE PLACE 
LOOKED KIND OF pak 


AND SPOOKY WHI 
BAKE Roa aeons on. WITH EVERY WE SHE Br IN. 1b Ne 
ICKALOPE POSTCARDS. < 


HAIR WAS WHITE AND STOOD 
HT UP. HE HAD BLACK CIRCLES 
STARING EYES? 


IND HIS WIDE, 


MY ay SAID," ota THE 
MAT: 12” AND THE GUY TOLD 
Ped iN Nata LOUD, IRRITATING MONO- 
AUNTIE AL! 


ICE,A 
TOPE RRIFVING SPECTER OF 
BLOOD CHILLING UNPLEASANTNESS, 


+HER EYES HAVE BEEN COARSELY 

ED FROM THEIR. CS eee 
eee be HE SAID SHE WEARS A 
SHREDDED, BLOOD-CAKED SMOCK?. 


SHE HAO JUST MADE: 
ITH THE PROPRIETOR'S 


ANO-BADGER PROMENADE. 
HE SAW THE WHOLE GRISLY 
SCENE. THEY SAY AUNTIE 


Se DLA WANDERS 
IHWAYS LOOKING 


eo oon aio) 





THAT'S HORRIBLE, SAMS 
1S IT TRUE? 








MAX! HEY, MAX-WAKE 
UP! YOU'RE MISSING ALL 
THE FUNS 





NEKNikeg 
Za"*GEmnaTBMGI Zax 


OutamyL! 


WAKE UP, MAX! WE MADE 
PRETTY GOOD TIME LAST NIGHT! 
CRACK OPEN THE TANG AND 
THOSE LITTLE CEREAL BOXES 

WITH THE PERFORATED 
BACKS. I LOVE THAT 
CRAPL 


Ah, YOU'VE 
BEEN DREAMING 
OF OBSOLETE 
CEREALS AGAIN-- 

THAT’S AWFUL 
CUTE. 


alll 





WHAT'S THE MATTER, 
MISTER? SEVEN-FOOT 
SPECTE! VIL 


COME BY THIS WAY2, 


DID THEY HAVE 
ANY IDENTIFYING 
MARKS? 


Ea 


TOOK 
THE PRAIRIE DOG! THEY TOOK 
THE MUMMIFIED JESSE JAMES 
TRIGGER FINGERS THEY TOOK 
THE HOCKEY- PLAYING CHAME~ 
LEONS AND MY MANATEE, 
ETHYL 


LET'S MOVE: MAX! KEEP) 
YOUR EYE OUT FOR A 
SQUARE RIGGER! 


MANATEES CTRICHECHUS: 
MANATAS) LIVE IN THE BRACKISH W 
WATERS OF LAGOONS AND RIVER ¥ 

MOUTHS, MAX. THEY WERE THE 
SOURCE OF THE ANCIENT MERMAID 
LEGENDS. MANY A SEAFARER, IN 
A DRUNKEN, NEARSIGHTED FROTH, 
OFTEN MISTOOK THE MANATEES 


THEM. 
IDEA OF I 
SKIN CRAWL. 








GIVE THIS GAME TO THE SHRIEKINS RUG RATS] 
1N THE BACK SEAT TO SHUT THEM THE HELL 
UP FOR ABOUT FIVE MINUTES. 


ON THE NEXT PASSING Cab 
“USE CRACKERACKS OF EE IT FRAGMENTS 
FROM DOWN THE BACK 
BOARD MARKERS. 
= SHUT UP AND PLAY! 


(OF THE SEAT FOR 





IF THERE ARE ANY PIRATES TO 
BE FOUND, I THINK THEY'D BE IN 
NEW ORLEANS, MAX! 





LOOK AT ALL THE 
CHEERFUL 

IROCEPHALIC 

CITIZENS! 


| ASA 


HELP) HELP’ A SHIP PULLED UP! 
NASTY-SMELLING MEN JUMPED 
out TEES, 
DARLENE AND MISSY. THEY SANG 
RUDE SEA CHANTEYS! 
RIGHT! WE'D 
BETTER PICK UP 
GIANT HEADS ON 





THE WAY SOWELL] 


BE MORE 
INCONSPICUOUS, 





THESE MAMMOTH HEADS 
WERE A GREAT IDEA, MAX. 


GENUINE NEW ORLEANSONIANS. 


WW WE LOOt 
Y 
jen CAN'T SEE 
4 & DAMN THING, 
\ : SAM. 


NO} i LIKE 





e wis aa 
Minne - fn 








WOWTSA SPANISH 
LLEON PULLED BY A 
RATS AND 
THE WORLO’S LARGEST 
PRAIRIE DOGSIM 
WUAPRESSEO! 


Ssshh. BE 
DISCREET. PRETEND 
YOU'RE 
CRA 


WE'RE STRONG TO THE FINICHK, 
“CAUSE WE EATS OUR SPINICHKS 
AGAGAGAG WAARF-WAAi 

2 WAAARES 


1 CAN'T BREATHE, SAMS 
I THINK I’M SUFFOCATING. 


NET, MAX. 
SOON WE'LL FIND 
OUT WHAT THESE 
SCALY LITTLE 
BUGGERS ARE 


"VE GOT SOME OTHER STUFF, 
TOO, CHIEES WHAT D0 THEY CA 


Le 
VOR SOMETHING. 


1 FEEL 
LIGHTHEADED, SAM. 
I THINK MY BRAIN IS 
OUTOFAIR. BUT IT’S 
KIND OF ANEAT 
FEELING. 





OKAYS WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING 
WITH THOSE PINCHED MANATEES AND JESSE 
JAMES’ FINGER ANO STUFF? 
—— - >. 


aS 


SAY, NOW, THAT DIDN'T 
OUT TOO WELL. 


WELL, MATES CMATES--THAT’S PIRATE TALK), 
WE HAVE YEH RIGHT WHAR’ WE THINK WE 
WANT YEHSHYARR, HYARR, HYARRY 





THE BEST IS YET TO COME, WE'RE 
GOING TO BURY YOU WITH OUR 
EXTRA STASH! 
lo 
WE’RE GOING 
TO SHOOT YOU 
FIRST. 


ENLY IR 
HALF-ASSED PIRATE DIALECT? _oa 


WE'RE BUCCANEERS! WE USED TO HAVE MUNDANE 
OFFICE JOBS, WORKING INCUBICLES WITH WATER 
COOLERS ANO COFFEE CUPS WITH CLEVER SLOGANS 
AND THOSE WACKY CALENDARS WITH PHOTOS OF 
DISEASED-LOOKING CHIMPS WEARING NECKTIES. 


BUT YOU'VE 
GOT HOOKS AND 
PEG LEGS. 


WE'RE POSITIVE, OPTIMISTIC, ON-THE-GO 
KIND OF GUYS, BUT WE GOT TIRED OF THE 


AND SHAVING AND BATHING AND WALKING 
ON OUR HIND LEGS. THAT'S JUST 
NOT OUR STYLES 


WANTED TO. 
SOMETHING--SOMETHING TO. 
WELCOME TO CAPTAIN QUASIMODOS, 
ISLAND OF. AMUSEMENS A 

WHAT DO YOU THINK? 


FUTUR! 
GENERATIONS OF YOU 
GUYS? HOW WILL THAT 
— HAPPEN?! ANY OF YOU 
Be EVER BEEN NEAR A 
WOMAN? 





YIKES THAT'S ENOUGH-~ 


Oh, THAT’S ALL RIGHT. WE 
HAVEN'T INTRODUCED OUR I’M GETTING DIZZY! 
DARLING GIRLIES OF THE 

“ ) SHALL WE 


SEA, LOVELY MAIOS OF THE 
DEEP, MOST BELOVEO-- 


GOD HELP US, MAX! THEY'RE 
GOING TO 0G A NUMBERS 


| MANATEE! 

TEL SWEEBRISTLES § 
eS 

are! 


- a 
WEET MANATEE! 
Syerne 


RY MEP. 
Iv) 
WARM AND FLAC! 
MY MANATEEEES 





WELL, LITTLE 
JODY, WE'RE ABOUT 
TO BE DIPPED IN MOLTEN 
WAX. IT'S ABOUT A 
HUNDRED ANDO EIGHTY 
MILLION DEGREES, ANO 
WERE sone TO 








>/) 
WHEN I PULL 
THIS LEVER, THE 
ON YOUR FUZ, 
FOREVER 


OKAY, YOU BOYS, START TYING 
YOURSELVES UP! AND DO IT RIGHT, OR 
WE'LL PUT OUR STICKY rACLES 
ON YOU... MOST FOLKS: 
HATE THAT. 








WE SHOULD AT LEAST HUMILIATE 
THEM_FOR THE DISCOMFORT 
THEY'VE CAUSED US. 





J 


FA 

Ya SHWtNG, 5 fo00rns, > 
SWE] 

S Wik-te-o77/ 3 


CON’ Fo! To CARRY 
ME Hoy MME....1 





7 y x Gh EC NY 
Herm... THAT TN THAT 
WOULDNT, BE CASE... VU we000000/ 
Seay Mis Tee-hee-hte! 
l. 





R 
RUBBERY HEAD, 
MAX. 4 | 





THANKS FOR HELPING US OUT, 
ATZOF 1S THERE ANY THINS WE 
IN DO FOR YOU GUYS: 


YEAH! TELL THE JAPANESE 
PEOPLE TO STOP EATING US, BECAUSE 
WE'RE TOO DAMN SMART, 
OKAY? 


GOOD-BYE, 
RATZOL STAY 
MOIST! 


ERE 
1S HETARING 
THE Roe PIRATES, 


THEY’LL BE 
‘TAKEN TO DISNEYLAND'S 


THE MANATEES SEEM KIND 

INATEES OF SAD. I THINK THEY. 
ent ie TeUL ACTUALLY MISS THOSE BIG 
OWNERS. LUGS, 


GOOD THING 
THEY HAVE ZOO 
KEEPERS TO MAKE 
UP THEIR MINDS 
FOR THEM. 








THOUGHT WE'D CHECK OUT THE 
SHELLACKED ALLIGATOR CONCESSION 
ONE. WHERE To NOW, DOWN IN MIAMI AND MAYBE 
AM 2° STOP AT STUCKEY'S ON 


‘Aw, YOU'RE GONNA 

MAKE ME CRY OR 

SLAP YOUR FACE OR 
SOMETHING, 
LITTLE PAL. 


I GOT THE a 
ROAD-TRIP BLUES 
I GOT DEM DIRTY WINDSHIELD @f* 
ROAD-TRIP BLUES 
I GOTS THE ROADTRIP BLUES, MAKH MA 
I GOT DOZE BEE BITE SUNBURN DIRTY WINDSHIELD 
ROAD-TRIP BLUES 


TEL EVAH FINDA REST STOP © 
I'M GONNA PITCHA LOAD OF THEM 
ROAD-TRINP BLUUUESE 
090000 of 

THAT'S DISGUSTING, 000 HH 

SAM! NOW LET'S SING 
99 BOTTLES OF BEERON 
THE WALL UNTIL WE 
BLACK OUTS 


NOw You’RE 





WAAHK 
ay 


I'VE GOT 
ONE, AS DO ALL 
THE PEOPLE TI RESPECT 
AND ADMIRE. AND YOULL 
NEVER KNOW HOW 


GLADI AM 
ABOUT IT. 





SAM & MAX ON THE ROAD FACELESS AN” 
CURSE OF THE 


THAT WAS A HELL OF A 
TRIP, MAX, BUT I THINK 
WE'RE DUE FOR A 

TUNE-UP, 


GREAT! I 
HAVE TO USE 


HERE -- USE 
THESE SPECIAL 
TONGS FOR ANY- 


THE RADIO, BUT THAT 
DIDN'T SEEM 
TO HELP. 





feof THERE HASN'T BEEN 
ANY OIL OR TRANSMISSION 
FLUID IN THIS CAR FOR 
DAYS. THIS WILL BE VERY 
EXPENSIVE. GLAD 
YOU CAME BY. 


LOOKS LIKE THE BLOCK’S 
CRACKED. IT'S A PRETTY UGLY 
ROUND IN THERE. 
ETTER SIGN THIS 
BLANK WORK ORDER. 





LIKE DAMNED SOULS AS 
THEY SKITTERED 


LONG THE 
MOLDERING 
GROUT-WORK! 


Ly 


WE'RE GLAD 
WE AREN'T. 





We'LL NEVER 
NEED--THAT'S 
MY FAVORITE 


KIND 
OF CRAP! 


Dc 
ep 
8 y VV 








ms A 
CULTURAL 
MELTING POT! 
DLEASE 


f, 
j 


NOT BLOODY. 
LIKELY... UNLESS 
THEY'RE SERVING me 
SNO-CONES IN” f 
HELL ABOUT AND HERE'S A. 
NO" CUDDLY, OFFICIALLY- 
ISED TOY OF 


A_DRE, 
SEQUENCE. 








WELL, HERE WE ARE, 
HANGING OUT AFTE! 
REWARDING DAY AT 
THE MALL. 


Fy 


itacn SS 

















HI, Mr. CRANK! HOW MUCH 1) eo, 
Ddusi IH DO WE OWE YOU? 
MUCHO FILTHY LUCRE? 


WELL, WE HAD 
DROP IN AREBUILT Nae, 
TRANSMISSION, UPPER AND LOWER 
BALL JOINTS, CONTROL ARM 
BUSHINGS, STAR-NOSED MOLE G' 
WHINING THREE-TOED SPRING COG 
STRUT BALLAST HYDRAULIC CAM SHAFT 
SOFTENER, ETC., ETC. 
THE TOTAL IS $4656.72. AND 
HERE'S YOUR SIGNATURE ON 
THE WORK ORDER. Heh-He 


Oh, WE DON’T 
HAVE ANYTHING LIKE THAT. 
KIND. OF MONE'-- PROBABLY [al 
NEVER WIL, 


EVER SEE ANYTHING 
LIKE THIS, SAM? 


({ _WHADDYA KNOW? I 
GUESS WE OID NEED ALL 


$380.00 SSS 


INFLATING THAT 
POOR GUY. 


STOP? WHAT 
DO YOU MEAN, J) 
“sToP’"? 








FROM MEXICO, SEALED UP IN 
THESE FESTIVE PINATAS! 





I'VE BEEN A/GHWAY 
SURFING MOST OF MY LIFE, 
(1S AN EXCELLENT 


LITTLE PAL. 
WAY TO CAP OFFA SUCCESSFUL 
ROAD TRIPS 











f 
Son. 


pl 






DINGS TO 
SURROU 
of UR 


LOOK AT. 
THAT, ISN'TIT 
RIDICULOUS? 


BAFFLING 
ANIMAL 


MAYBE 
‘T WILL LEAVE 
IF WEALL 
LAUGH AT IT. 


TRY IMAGINING 
HOW FAR THE UNIVERSE 
EXTENDS! KEEP THINKING 


WHO KNOWS WHAT 
WOULD HAPPEN IF ALL AT 
ONCE THEY OPENED ALL 

THE LOCKS IN THE 
PANAMA CANAL? 
I DON’T! 


ME 
NEITHER, BUT 
IT WOULD 
PROBABLY BE 
HORRIBLE! 






ILDERING UNWE 






RSE 


PROVOKE EXCHANGES OF IDEAS AND GUN Fie, 


HERE'S AN 
EXPERIMENT You: 
CAN DOS LEAVE A 

BAG OF BREAD ON 
TOP OF THE 
REFRIGERATOR FORA 





GREY AND TASTE BAD. 
NOW THROW IT 
INTO THE STREET. 


DO YOU KNOW THAT 
THE EARTH IS CONSTANTLY 
BEING BOMBARDED BY 
COSMIC RAYS ?AND THEY GO 
RIGHT THROUGH THESE DUMB. 
SUITS. SOONER OR LATER 
WE'RE ALL GOING TO GET 
SOMETHING WRONG 
WITH US. SEE WHAT I 


cs 
(Aes ODS 





WHICH FRUIT OR 
VEGETABLE |S MOST 
RESILIENT WHEN 
YOU THROW HAMMERS| 
‘AT 11’? HOW CAN 
WE FIND OUT? 





